170        FORTY    YEARS    IN    AND    OUT    OF    PARLIAMENT

amused themselves by firing at icebergs. No one would tell us
what port we were making for, in fact I am not sure the captain
himself knew until we were close to the American coast* The general
impression was that we were making for Halifax, and this was
confirmed by the northern course we were steering. But one
morning we woke up to find ourselves off the entrance to the
Hudson River. I had been three times at New York, but the last
time was 1910, and I had always approached it from the land
side. Thousands have written their first impressions of the city of
skyscrapers, but I know I was simply overwhelmed, not so much
by the size and height of the towering buildings of which I had
heard so much and seen so many pictures, but, in perspective, by
their singular beauty and wonderful colour.

There is something in the dry, clean atmosphere of New York
that gives its architecture an attraction that other modern cities
lack. There is nothing vulgar or offensive in their extravagance.
There is a certain dignity about most of these buildings, though
they are designed and built in a purely commercial spirit. Coming,
too, from London, drab and dirty after four years of war, explained
somewhat my favourable impression. I did not realise how our
own buildings lacked paint until I put my foot on American soil.
Everything looked bright and fresh. Americans, anyhow, are not
afraid to use colour, and their bright taxis, sparkling in the sun,
buzzed about the street like fireflies. On our arrival I only stayed
at New York one day, but on my way home I remained there
some days and every moment I was thrilled by the life and movement
of the city.

An amusing incident I must record. The customs officers, in
their smart clean, white shirts and blue trousers, were quite friendly,
but most insistent in their search for subversive literature. Though
we were able to show we were on a special political mission, that
did hot deter them from going through all our books and papers.
A friend had given me a copy of Bacon's Essays to read on the
journey, and I happened to have with me a new edition of the
Hunting of the Snark^ and I don't think my customs officer had heard
of either. I felt very tempted to say to them the answer is a
"Boojum," but I restrained myself for fear of trouble. But he was
taking no risks and before he passed them he showed them to a
colleague. In common fairness to these officials, on our return
our own officials were equally meticulous. But I felt inclined to
call his attention to the Statue of Liberty looming out of the mist.
I know there is a complete answer to my criticism: there was a
war on and the authorities were taking no risks and could not make
exceptions.

I liked what I saw of the New York people.   There is nothing